He quarrell'd, fought, bled; and turn'd out of door,
Directly came to me, hanging the head
And constantly a while must keep his bed.

Two

Sir, though (I thank God for it) I do hate

Perfectly all this town, yet there's one state

In all ill things so excellendy best,

That hate towards them breeds pity towards the rest.

Though poetry indeed be such a sin

As I think that brings dearth and Spaniards in;

Though like the pestilence and old-fashion'd love,

Ridlingly it catch men, and doth remove

Never till it be starved out; yet their state

Is poor, disarmed, like Papists, not worth hate:

One (like a wretch, which at bar judg*d as dead,

Yet prompts him which stands next, and cannot read,

And saves his life) gives idiot actors means,

(Starving himself) to live by*s labour'd scenes ;

As in some organs puppets dance above,

And bdttows pant below which them do move*

One would move love by rhymes;

but witchcraft's charms